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Brings the sun indoors 
■for Swell Snaps at night 



fW«»»J 



Slip on a Flasholder, pop in a bulb 
—you're all set to make big, clear, 
exciting flash shots— indoors at night. 
Shoot with Kodak Verichrome Film 
and you'll get beauties. You'll use 
this round-the-clock camera for all 
sorts of nighttime occasions. 
Evervone will want to be in the 
pictures you make! Everyone will be 
asking "How did you get 'em?' 




^thowt it- 



BROWNIE FLASH 
SIX-20 CAMERA 

Has two- position focusing, 
adjustable shutter that's fixed for 
t flash, plunger-type shutter trigger. 
|P And it's only $13.13. Flasholder 
$2.98. At your Kodak dealer a . . . 

FREE HEW BOOK 

Written just for you! "It's a SNAP" 
tells how to make swell pis, day, 
night, indoors or out. Write John 
Van Guilder, Room 8<>li. Eastman 
Kodak Co., Rochester 4, N. Y. 
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i& MARCH 6R.A6S f 



&RASS 19 ONE OF THE- COMMONEST 
THIN6S WE KNOW, FORMING OUR 

, laWNS AND BEAUTIFYING OUR 

ANPSCAPES-'ANP CERTAINLY 6RASS IS UTTERLY HARMLESS 
J-ToMfllT^CAN GRASS SUDDENLY SECOME A MENACE? 
CAN IT MARCH LIKE AN ARMY ANP INVADE A Cn"Y . 
5UCH 15 THE STRAN&E PROBLEM FAC I N & THE 
wl&HTY MARVEL FAMILY, AS ONCE MORE DOCTOR 

s va5a,the evil sae^riHc «NiU&, strikes 

A&Air-iST CIVILIZATION' 




r "See, i™eel u&*t aj%P &:>rn&y 

TO PAY .' I ALMOS" r=e_ AS = I 
WERE WALWN& 0\ 5C=- i^ASS 
INSTEAD OF A HARP S.3E*ALX< 





SREPISy FREEMAN, MAKES 
HIS DELIVE RY R-C-rwS = PAV,_ 
AMP ■ 
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ADVERTISEMENT 
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THIRTEEN SUSPECTS^! 




*%l By R. ft, i 



AT his newsstand in the lobby of the High- 
tower Building. Joe Bushman had a good 
view o( everyone who came or went. Thats 
why the police questioned him at auch length 
after the murder. , 

Joe told Detective Sergeant Degnan that the 
morning had started out much like any other. 
-Mr Wallingford. himself was my first cus- 
tomer as he usually is." Joe said. •■Always early, 
even though he was the big boss. He took his 
paper and I tried to sell him a copy of that 
new picture magazine, Frilly Fotos. but he 
took a glance at the clown on 
neatly threw it in my face. He said, Bah! Non- 
sense! Frivolity'.' and stomped away. I ahouW ve 
known better than to try to sell it to htm. 

"Did he seem worried? Did he say anything 
that might make you think he feared for his 

"No he didn't. His brow was wrinkled like 
he was worried, but it was always that way. 
I thought it was just his way of being serious 
about his business and all." 

■ All right " said Detective Degnan. scribbling 
1„ his notebook. "Then after that, did you see 
any suspicious-looking characters come into the 

bU "Y e " e i did." responded Joe. "I saw thirteen 

of them 1" 
"What?" 

"I saw thirteen suspicious-looking characters. 
The detective let his breath out m a low 
whistle, staring hard at the newsdealer through 
cool grey eyes. "Listen," he said. "I dont want 
any dramatization or exaggeration. I suppose 
that now. since there's been a murder, you think 
everybody looked suspicious. I'll rephrase my 
question. Who was the first person that came m 
after Mr. Wallingford?" 

"The pirate," Joe responded. 
"The what?" . 
"The pirate. That is. he was a tough-looking 
man. dressed like a pirate. He had a big knife 
hanging at his aide." 

"Holy smoke!" exclaimed the detect.ve, scrib- 
bling rapidly. "What did his face look hke? 

"That would be hard to say," responded Joe. 
"He wore a black patch over one eye and had 



, big. black mustache It looked like a false 
mustache, I'd say." 

Detective Degnan raised one eyebrow, lower- 
ed the other, and gave the newsdealer a piercing 
look. "You're not making this up. are you? 
This is a serious thing, you know." 

"Oh, no, sir," replied Joe, gravely. "He was 
dressed like a pirate, all right. I didn t^thtnk 
so much of it after the toreador came in. 

"The wAo?" 

"Fellow dressed up like a bullfighter. He 
had a short dagger like bullfighters wear." 

"His face? What did it look like? ' 

"Couldn't see too well. He wore a mask. 

"Oh, no-o-o-o!" groaned the detective. I 
suppose next you'll be telling me you saw a 
wild west outlaw and a mad apache and a desert 
raider and . . . _ 

• As a matter of fact, I did. At least. I guess 
he was a desert raider. The fellow was dressed 
up like a sheik with a turban on hi. head and 
all like that." 

THE detective titM 1* " ad 0n ,he ed . 6 ' 
of the newsstand and prepared to do a lot 
of writing. One by one. the newsdealer de- 
scribed the "villain," h. had seen entering the 
lobby that morning. There had been thtrteen 
of them, each in a strange costume. They all 
had two thin»s in common. Each had hurried 
in and hurried out and each had been armed 
with a knife. 

"Just thirteen of them, eh?" queried the po- 
liceman. "Not twelve or fourteen?" 

"No, just thirteen. I happened to notice them 
because of their unusual costumes," said Joe 
"Then just after the last one, the one dressed 
up like a Chines, long warrior, Mr. Gore came 
in He's Mr. Wallingford's private secretary, 
you know. He didn't even stop for a paper He 
Lied to me that he was late and Mr. Walling- 
ford would be raising cane with him and he 
ran for the elevator. 

■■I, wasrft any time later that he came run- 
ning down the stairs, all breathless and he 
said something awful had happened. Mr. Wall- 
ingford had been murdered. He was going to 
run out and look for a policeman. He was all 
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excited. I guess I was. too, because I didn't 
wonder at the time why he was running in- 
stead of using the phone. Somebody told me 
later that the phone in the office had been torn 
loose by somebody. 

"It doesn't seem like all thirteen of those 
iellows could've stabbed Mr. Wallingford, does 
it?** ' 

"No, it doesn't," snapped the detective. "But 
any one of them couhl have, and we're going 
to have a real job rinding out which one." 

DETECTIVE DEGNAN went directly back 
to his office at headquarters. There was 
no point in his rushing off in all directions. An 
alarm had-gone out for all police to be on the 
lookout for the strangely costumed characters. 
That was routine. But Degnan was pessimistic 
about rinding them. 

This was the strangest murder case he had 
ever worked on/'Usually it was hard to find 
one suspect. Here were thirteen, made to order, 
all armed with the very kind of weapon that 
had killed the victim. He considered ail the 
angles. It was crazy. Usually a criminal did 
everything possible to make himself inconspicu- 
ous. Could it be possible that a mur.derer would 
actually go parading around dressed as an 
Indian . . . or a pirate ... or a bullfighter? 

While Detective Degnan pondered, a police- 
man came in leading a man who was dirty 
^nd unshaven and dressed like a bum. "Caught 
him down by the railroad yards," said the po- 
:;ceman. "Trying to hide this in a pile of ties," 
He held up a bundle which, unfolded, turned 
cut to be a pirate outfit. 

The hobo was sullen and scared. He declared 
and repeated that he had merely found the 
costume, ■ 

"Book him for murder." snapped Degnan. 
"No, no, wait! I'll tell what happened," said 
the hobo. He proceded to relate that he had 
been hired by an employment agency. He was 
given the costume, told to put it on and rush 
over to the High tower Building. He was to get 
,!i the elevator at the fourth Boor, walk down 
the corridor, wait a minute, then get on the 
levator again and depart. He was supposed 
to burn the pirate suit. His pay was $10 in 
advance. He thought it was a crazy kind of 
job, but he was glad to get the ten bucks. When 
Sergeant Degnan was satisfied the man had 
told all he knew, the detective ordered him held 
as a material witness. 

A check with the employment agency sub- 
stantiated the story. The deal bad been set up 
by telephone and the pay had come in through 
*he mail. Thirteen jobless men had been so 
hired. The agency., had thought it a publicity 
or theatrical stunt. 



"One of them arranged it, then hired himself 
and went out and killed Wallingford," suggest- 
ed the patrolman. "And doubtless gave a phony 
name to the agency. 

"Maybe," said Degnan, stroking his chin. 
"And maybe not. I'm going over to the High- 
tower Building." 

He nodded to the uniformed officer guarding 
the door of Wallingford's office and walked in- 
side. The coroner had made his inspection, 
police photos had been taken and the body re- 
moved. Gore, the private secretary, was in his 
own office, studying papers on his desk, 

"Come inside," ordered Degnan. "You can 
give me some help." 

"Certainly. Glad to be of any help I can. 
Though I've told all I know. Isn't it terrible?" 

Degnan grunted. 

He walked to where a chalked outline on the 
floor marked the position in which the body had 
lain. Wallingford evidently had been stabbed 
as he sat in his swivel chair and had slumped 
sideways at his desk. "You found him here, 
stabbed in the back?" 

"Yes, right there.' It was awful." 
Sergeant Degnan stared at the markings on 
the floor, his head bent low. Perhaps he didn't 
realize that he was musing aloud as he suddenly 
remembered something Joe Bushman, the news- 
dealer, had said that morning. "Nonsense! Fri- 
volity!" These were words the victim had used. 
"He would never have let one of those char- 
acters in a monkey suit in his office, let alone 
get behind him |" mused the detective. "There's 
just one person who could have come behind 
him and stabbed him without a struggle." 

A sound, an instinct, made the detective leap 
aside. Even so. he was not quite quick enough. 
A stabbing pain wenft through his shoulder as 
the knife struck. But he brought his fist around 
quickly, flush on the chin of private secretary 
Gore and sent the assailant reeling across the 
office. Then he pounced on him, like a cat. 

Hearing the rumpus, the uniformed police- 
man came in, but Detective Sergeant Degnaq 
needed no help. 

"This is the murderer, Pete,'' lie said. "And 
he tried to make me victim number two." 

gfclSCOVERED, Gore broke down complete- 
■"^y- Weeping, he hysterically poured forth 
nis confession. He had falsified accounts, em- 
bezzled thousands of dollars. He had worked 
out the "perfect" bizarre murder plot when he 
feared his employer was about to check up on 
him. And in conclusion he laughed bitterly and 
muttered. "It's corny, but it's true!" 

"What is?" asked the detective. 

"You can't get away with murder." 
THE END 



WHEN IT COMES TO BlOWtNS BUBBLES, FLEER'S DUBBLE BUBBLE CAN'T BE beat/ 



PUT MORE OPPORTUNITY IN YOUR 'Wng&v 
BUY SAVINGS BONPS REGULARLY! 



GOOP FOR ' 



[ THEY'RE yOUR % 



iM SAVINS UP) 



BEST GUARANTEE 
A SECURE ""' 



OF 

future! 
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Sm lianel train* at 
your faverlta iter*. 



SEE THE NEW 
DIESEL LOCOS* 
and the marvelous 
DIESEL SWITCHER 



Boy! — I'll bet you and dad are planning a new and bigger LIONEL 
Railroad for this Christmas ! Lots of new LIONEL locos, cars, and 
accessories to choose from! You know, boys, nobody but LIONEL 
gives you true railroad realism. The new 1949 catalog tells all about 
the famous LIONEL smoke puffing locos, the built-in real R.R. 
whistles, and the sensational Lionel Electronic Railroad, LIONEL 
Train Sets priced from as little as 815.95. 
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The Gazabo Gazette 



PRICE 



HEADLINmWY- 



HORSE RACING 
HIJENKS.'" 
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